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Editor Art Editor 

I. ). HETMAN AL |ETTE« 



The following outstanding magalinct .to easily id.ntifi.d 
on th'oir co.or, by th. word. A FAWCETT PUBLICATION. 
capt. Marvel adventures • lash l.rue western . the marvel family . fawcetts funny animals 

WHIZ COMICS • WESTERN HERO • ROCKY LANE WESTERN . NYOKA THE |UNCLE CIRL • CABBY HAYES WESTERN 
CAPT. MARVEL |R. . MASTER COMICS • TOM MIX WESTERN . MONTE HALE WESTERN . HOPALONC CASSIOY 

ROD CAMERON WESTERN a BILL BOYD WESTERN . SIXCUN HEROES . FAWCETT MOVIE COMIC • BOB COLT 
MOTION PICTURE COMICS • TEX RITTER WESTERN 


Ivory offort It mod# to iniuro that thoio comic magazinol 
contain the highoat quality of wholesome entertainment. 


Cu /S President 



/ chujpter N 

ONE 

THE 

TERRIBLE 
WRIO > 


'^NOW’S OUR 
CHANCE'THERE’S 
TEN THOUSAND IN 
(SOLD ON THAT 
S TRAIN > 


VV/HO ARE THIS SINISTER TRIO? NOT 
Weven THEIR HIRED GUNMEN KNOW.’ 
BY NIGHT THEY PLUNDER THE PLAINS k 
BY DAY THEY LAUGH AT THE LAW 
GABBY HAYCS, THE FEARLESS BRAG - 
GART Of THE PAR NOTHING, MEETS A 
TRIPLE DOSE OFP0I5ON WHEN HE RASHLY 

BATTLES The NIGHT RIDERS /} 


SHAKE A 
LEG.' THE 
NIGHT RIDERS 
.MOVE FAST.' 


■ HERE’S THE 
MAZUMA, BOSS.' 
YOU AND YOUR 
PALS ARE 
MASTERMINDS.' 


CABBY HAYES WESTERN. May. 1951. 
aecond cla» matter Aug 31. 1948 at tt 
1951 by Fawcett Publication*. Inc Trod 
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iat can possibly save Gabby from a slow 
and horrible death by poison ? 

Head chapter two of rue night riders i 
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I CANT] 


WALLET 

WHACKY 


AW, C'MON! I'LL Y1 TOLD YUH I CANT " 

GIVE IT BACK TO S LEND YUH A DOLLAR ~ 
YUH TOMORROW /) 1 HAVEN'T GOT ONE] 

___ 1 HAVEN'T EVEN GOT 

S(S_.A CENT 


AW, DON'T 7RV TO KID 


I HAD ONE DOLLAR! 

BUT 1 WENT TO TOWN 
ANO SPENT IT] ^ 


ME/ I GAW THAT YUH 
HAD BOME MON6V THI0 
MORNING. ^ 


YUH SPENT YORE W ER,ER,I 

ONE DOLLAR? WHAT /SOUGHT* 
» DID YUH BUY ? ^ 


Ygulp; nt 


A WALLET TO PUT IT IN; 
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/BOYS! GIRLS! 

SEND TODAY FOR THE NEW 

Cracker Jack 

k WESTERN BELT- / 

\ IT'S A BEAUTY// 




Cowboys enjoy Cracker Jack 

Wherever cowboy* and cowgirl* gather you're sure to fine 
Cracker Jack there, too. It', a real Western treat thi 
candy coated popcorn > and the more they eat . . . thi 
snore they want. Be like the brawny cowboys trea 
yourself to Cracker Jack often. Remember, there's t 
surprise novelty in every pack. 


YOURS FOR 

2 

Cracker 
Jack 

SAILOR BOYS 

TWearaCracRerJack 

Western Belt. To get ' £0//y 

\\ yours simply send 

the Sailor Boys from I ■ . . ■ ■■■ 

the backs of 2 Cracker Jack packages, with 
only 25c in coin, to The Cracker Jack Co.. Desk 
70. 4800 W. 66th St.. Chicago 38. III. 

<£? WISTIRN BILT COUPON •£? 

Tkt Cracker Jack (a., Desk 70. 4800 W. 64th St.. Chicago 38, III. 
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W HEN Buck Desmond rode into the town 
of Valley Flats, he realized, at once, that 
a ruckus had been in the making. Looking 
down the main street, the rambling cowhand 
, saw smashed windows and with glass still lit¬ 
tering the board sidewalks. There were fresh 
bullet marks in the stucco sides of buildings, 
and the town was quiet! Too quiet . . . 

“Hmm!" Buck mused, as he reined in his 
bay horse. “Looks like there’s been a first-class 

riot in Valley Flats! Wonder how come-” 

The lean, tanned cowboy’s words choked off, 
as he saw what was happening in an alleyway 
down the street. Several gents were gathered 
in a menacing semi-circle around a levi-clad 
young rider. They were husky, heavily-armed 
hombres, with the tied-down guns and batwing 
chaps affected by men who did not make their 
living out on the range! Threateningly, they 
were closirjg in on the youth! 

“Stand back,” he cried, suddenly. “Come 
closer and I’ll shoot! Hear me, Rego?” 

“Now, now, Tad!” soothed one of the men 
in an oily, hoarse voice, “We don't mean no—” 
But, even as Rego spoke, his hand whipped 
down toward his gun! So speedy was his 
treacherous move that it did qot seem that 
any other human could beat him to the trigger! 
But, while his Colt was still blurring up, an¬ 
other gun roared! It spoke from behind the 
group of men, lancing across Rego’s wrist. 
Half-screaming in surprised pain, the big man 
dropped his gun. 

In a single motion, Rego and his comrades 
whirled! 

Before them, they saw Buck Desmond, his 
lean hand holding a still-smoking Colt. Its 
barrel moved in a slow arc, back and forth . . . 
“That was just one bullet,” the rambling cow¬ 
hand said. “I’ve got five more in this old can¬ 
non, and it’s got a filed-down hammer. Shoots 
fast! So clear out, all of you, ’cept that young 
feller there! Vamoose!” 

Grimly, silently, the gunmen backed away, 
like scared coyotes. Soon they were out of 


sight, in the alleys and back saloons of Valley 
Flats. Then Buck turned to the boy who waited 
at his side. 

“What was that ruckus all about?” he asked. 
“You were roasting on a mighty hot spit, son!” 

The boy flushed. / ' 

“Too hot,” he grinned. “But I reckon my 
dad can tell you more about this than I can. 
He’s Elijah Summers, Mayor of Valley Flats, 
ahd I reckon he’d sure appreciate a chance to 
talk to you, stranger!” 

Ten minutes later, Buck and young Tad Sum.' 
mers were in the law office of white-haired 
Elijah Summers. Gathered about them were 
several other men, all businessmen and ranchers 
jrom the Valley Flats vicinity. Their faces 
were troubled, and they were looking to Buc 
Desmond for help. 

“Desmond,”-the Mayor said, “we sure warr 
to thank you for stepping in when those ’ 
yotes were about to gun down my boy! Cliff 
Rego and his gang are a salty bunch, all right 

“Reckon so,” Buck replied. “But what’s their 
game? How come they've been making 
trouble?” 

“It’s a long story, mister," Elijah Summers 
replied. “For years, we folks in Valley Flats 
have been feuding with the folks in Morgan 
City, about fifty miles away. Leastways, they’ve 
been feuding with us! The situation came to 
a head recently, when folks in the state de¬ 
cided to run a big state fair. They’ve narrowed 
down the choice for the location of the fair 
to either Valley Flats or Morgan City! A com¬ 
mittee of wealthy ranchers is going to visit 
Valley Flats tomorrow, to decide whether this 
should be chosen as the spot for the annual 
fair!" 

Buck nodded. "I see," he said. “And you 
think that the Morgan City people are trying 
to make trouble-” 

“Think!” Elijah Summers exclaimed. “I 
know! They’ve hired a big bunch of drifters 
and no-goods, gunslicks all! They aim to keep 
stirring up trouble in town, so that it will ap- 
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pear that we have no law and order in Valley 
Flats, and the committee will decide not to 
hold the fair here! They’ve already wounded 
the sheriff, and I reckon they would have killed 
my boy today!” 

Buck clenched his fist. 

‘‘Then the problem," he mused, ‘‘is to get a 
loop on these critters and clear them out of 
town—pronto!” 

The faces around the rambling cowhand nod¬ 
ded as one. But they all reflected a single ques¬ 
tion. “How?” 

Buck stood up. “I’ve got an idea, Summers," 
he said. “As mayor, you can call a big town 
meeting. Do that tonight! I reckon you’ve got 
a big canvas tent you can hold it under. Make 
sure everyone knows about it, including Rego’s 
thugs!” 

“Including those slicks? But they’ll all come. 
They'll try to break it up!” 

“I know,” grinned Buck. “And we’ll be wait¬ 
ing for them!” 

That night, as dusk closed over Valley Flats, 
a huge canvas tent, souvenir of a traveling show 
that had once folded in town, was put up, at 
the edge of the main street. Buck Desmond 
•supervised the erection of the tent, and, as 
the canvas rose, he whispered cautious instruc¬ 
tions to the men who were helping him. 

Finally, the tent was filled with waiting 
townspeople, sitting on rough-hewn benches. 
In one corner, at the far end, sat Cliff Rego 
and his thugs. Scowling and mean, they waited 
for an opportunity to break up the meeting 
and provoke a fight that would last through 
the night! If their plan worked, the visiting 
committee could not fail to see that Valley 
Flats was no place to hold a state fair! 

Now Mayor Elijah Summers rose to speak. 

“Friends,” he said, “we’re here tonight be¬ 
cause of this committee meeting tomorrow! 
We want to make sure that-” 

“BOOOO!” “EEE-YIPPPEEI” “Shut up. 
yuh old goat!” 

A chorus of angry shouts and cat-calls sud¬ 
denly came from the corner of the tent where 
Rego's gang hulked. Summers tried to continue 
with his talk, but again the thugs interrupted 
him! Buck Desmond tensed when he saw that 
they were starting to rise—that they were go¬ 


ing to break up the meeting. Quickly, he raised 
his hand in a signal. Several men were waiting 
at the tent poles and guy wires. Their eyes 
were on him! 

“Now,” Buck shouted, sweeping his arm 
down. “Now! Drop the tent!” 

His aides quickly pulled loose the supports 
of the tent, in the section where the Rego gang 
had been sitting. As the guy wires and poles 
collapsed, the heavy canvas slumped down like 
an enveloping cloud! Within a few moments, 
it had imprisoned the hoodlums under its 
weighty folds! And only the gunmen were 
trapped, for the tent had been cleverly rigged 
to fall on them alone! 

As Rego and his men struggled desperately 
to free themselves from the canvas that pinned 
them to the ground, Buck quickly stepped to 
their side, his gun drawn. “Rego! Rego, listen!” 
he shouted. “We’ve got our guns trained on 
you! You can’t get out! You can’t see to shoot 
at us, but we can finish you off ... if we 
want to!” 

There was silence for a moment. Then, from 
under'the canvas—“All right, Desmond! You’ve 
got us. So what?” 

“So this,” Buck ordered. “Slide your guns 
out to us, under the edge of canvas. When 
they’re all out, we’ll lift the canvas flap and 
let you come out, one at a time. Now! Start 
passing out your guns!” 

A N HOUR later, the townspeople of Valley 
Flats stood by, grinning, as the barred 
door of a cattle car was nailed securely into 
place. Within the railroad car, they could see 
the angry faces of the- toughs who had been 
terrorizing their town! Disarmed and helpless, 
they were being sent on a ride! 

“Where do you think we ought to send them, 
Buck?” asked Elijah Summers. “Back to Mor¬ 
gan City?” 

“Reckon not!” Buck Desmond replied. 
“They’d get guns and be back here pronto. 
We’d best send them to the U. S. Marshal at 
San Bexar. He’ll figure out the best thing to 
do with them. And now let’s start cleaning up 
the town again! That state fair committee'll 
be coming in tomorrow, and we'll want things 
to look just right for them!" 

THE END 
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Pi STOl 
PACKING 
PATTI E 

LUMBERS 
ALONG/ 


I’M NOT WORRYING 
ABOUT YOU .'I’M WORRY¬ 
ING ABOUT YOUR KIP 
BROTHER ANP SISTER.' 
IT’S UP TO YOU TO TAKE 
CARE OF THEM.' ANP , 
YOU CAN’T PO THAT 
WITHOUT WORKING.' 
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What hope is there for Gabby? 

^*wili his life he snuffed out 
-LiKe a candle?Read chapter 
twaie of rue m&rr wwj / 
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DECORATE your kite with cutouts MEND rips in your kite quickly with 
taped firmly in place—pictures from a strip or two of long-lasting, firm- 
magazines, your favorite ball players, holding “Sco tch!’ Cellophane Tape, 
vie actors, cowboys. — ; 


• with Tape”, new booklet full of , 
interesting playtime ideas. Write Dept. 1 
FC-31, Minnesota Mining & Mfg. Co., 
St. Paul 6, Minn., enclosing the plaid tab 
from a roll of "Scotch” Cellophane Tape. 

Scotch 

Cellophane Tape 



ACCOMPANIST 


OH, you PLAY THE 
PIANO SO IAIELL, 
MISTER ACKLEY/ 


...YOU MANAGE TO 
SING ON THE CRACKS! 


W STOP.' STOP.' '— 

MADAM, HO MATTER 
WHETHER I PLAY 
ON THE WHITE 
KEYS OR THE 
, BLACK KEYS... 


" SHOULD AULD 
ACQUAINTANCE. 


?T©RQAN) THIS IS < 
AIMPUL! she sounds 
LIKE A SICK BULL 


Sfjtfn. 
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WHOA i 
THERE. 


IT IS PLAIN TO SEE WHY l 


I AM CALLED 
BIG TREE---ANI 
THE STALLION IS 
MINE 


BIG TREE, EH . ,. .. 

BUT THE STALLION IS AS MUCH MINE AS 
IT IS YOURS. MY LARIAT ALSO FELL. 

upon him. 


X AM AHU, CHIEF OF THE ONATASi 

MY BRAVES AND X HAVE BEEN 
ROUNDING UP NEW STEEDS FOR OUR 
CORRAL' OFTEN HAVE I HEARD OF 
YOUNG FALCON. IAMHONOREO / 
.TO MEET HIM ,_ 


WE ONLY FAIR THING IS FOR US 
TO BOTH PULL A BLADE OF GRASS 
AND LET FATE DECIDE THE LUCKY 
ONE. HE WHOSE BLADE IS . r~ 
LONGEST WINS THE STALLION;/ ' 


STAY YOUR TONGUE, BIG TREE.' 
' 1 wave SEEN WHAT HAS 

yY7i HAPPENED FROM THE 
vw'fev RIDOE ABOVE.' 


HONOR IS MINE, 
GREAT CHIEF. EVERYONE 
KNOWS THE HIGH REPUTATION 
OF THE ONATAS i 


NO l I AM TAKING THE 
STALLION i HE IS MINE 
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YOU WISH TO CONTINUE THIS: 


I THINK YOU HAVE 
TAUGHT BIG TREE 
A MUCH-NEEDED . 
LESSON l 


FEW MINUTES LATER ■ 


INDEED YOU ARE AIL WE HAVE HEARD OF 
YOU, YOUNG FALCON . THE STALLION IS YOURS. 
YOU HAVE WON HIM BGHT WELL, TOO. 


/young falcon- 
I CAN ONLY 
ECHO THE WORDS 
. OF OUR. - 
fe, chief/ m flSk 
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OH, OH, HEEE COMES 
► TOM 0KA7LEV/ . 
I SEE I'M IN fDK 
~r ANOTHE? TEST/// 


,VAN AMPHIBIOU! 
CRITTER 


HE'S ALWAYS TRYING TO STUMP 
ME/ WELL. I HOPE HEjjbfrH 
POESNT SET ME 
THIS TIME/ 


HOWPY chief/HELLO, SPAPLEy/ 

MATTE?/! WHAT 6KIN6S K 
HB0E — 
AS IF X PIPN’T. 

v"' KNOW' 


1 TEST LASTNEO/ 

a bi& woecT^l 

ANI? X SET/ ' 
YUH POJ'T \ 
KNOW WHAT Y 
IT MSANS// 


HOT/ WHATSs 
THE WOKP* 



AMPHIBIOUS.*! 


ALL eiSHT- 


SEE yJ/usE 
IN A SENTENCE// 


£ AMPHIBIOUS 
MEANSTHE ABILITY 
TO LIVE ON ROTH 


t-ANPVANP WATgg 




COMING COMIC ATTRACTIONS 


10< TO APPEAR SOON ON YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND 10' 


VIVIDLY REAL HUNTING AND 
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a big r new book lor 

MODEL BUILDERS 


At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 


If you're an active model builder or if you're only start¬ 
ing to work with balsa wood then here is a book you'll 
keep for years! Packed with accurate plans and instruc¬ 
tions for building over 25 different control-line and 
free-flight model airplanes, battery driven boats and 
scale automobiles. Handbook for MODEL BUILDERS also 
contains a complete list of oil gas engines, tips on build¬ 
ing and a special story on GETTING STARTED IN MODEL 
BUILDING! 


Just Look What This Book Contains / 

• 144 pages 

• Plans for 25 TESTED projects 

• Hundreds of photographs 

, . 

• Gas Model Airplane Plans 

• Model Boat Plans 

• Model Car Plans 

• plus many other models 








EXCITING NEWS/ 


Hf AIR RIFLE OWNERS CAN 
BECOME JUNIOR MEMBERS OF 
NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION 


MSWMl 


THE OPPORTUNITY TO 
EARN OFFICIAL NRA MEDALS 

isar* 


DAISY 





















